7i               THE INDIAN STRUGGLE FOR FBEEDOM

army of police. The thatched verandah is cool and
shady. Accompanying my hostess into her living-
room, I take off my muddy shoos instinctively, for the
floor, newly polished with cow-dung, shines like pottery.

In the face of all horrified English housewives
I have to insist the cow-dung does make 'an excellent
polish used as the Indian woman knows how.

Brass vessels gleam in tho dim interior. Of
course, there isn't much light, hut after a morning in
the burning sun-glare that is a boon for which one's
tired eyes do their own little weep of gratitude).

HOW TO BATHE.

Would I like a bathe? Blessed woman, she
takes me into a paved little outhouse. Thoro is a big
brass vessel of cool water, a dipper and a hole in the
wall for drainage. As I sluice the fresh, water over
myself it dawns upon me that tho Western, method is
not really the cleanest way of taking a bath.

Refreshed, I come in for a meal, We squat on
little wooden platforms. Because wo are in Southern
India the food is served on fresh plantain leaves, des-
troyed immediately after the meal. My courteous host
tells ine .that in India the guest IN from God, and his
food is cooked with the fire of the host's heart. "The
Europeans have their food cooked by English Brah-
mins," said the wife loftily. " Thatis'a pity for them/'